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"These videos turned out very good," Bastian noted. He and Sylvain lay close together in their hotel bed, 
looking over footage they'd filmed earlier that evening, prior to the day's show. The record company had sent 
them a new camera for any promotional purposes they could think of, and they'd tested it out with the rest 
of the guys back at the venue. 

"I think we could work on the lighting more,” Sylvain suggested with furrowed brow. 

"It looks good enough for now, | think,” Bastian replied. 


"Of course," Sylvain said, "considering none of us are professionals, yes?" 


"Qui oui" Bastian agreed playfully, sticking out his tongue at his French lover. 


Sylvain leaned in and captured Bastian's tongue into a kiss. The younger one quickly forgot about the 
camera, easily entrapped in his lover's lips. They allowed their hands to run freely, taking their time to stroke 
skin and undress what little garments they'd worn to bed. 


It only took one kiss for Bastian to be ready to go. Sylvain loved that about him. It made him feel young 
and desired again, that the 30-year-old drummer wanted him so badly. Their relationship was still in its early 
stages, but Sylvain loved the energy he received from it. He felt alive in a way that he hadn't in many years. 


He craved every interaction they had. 


Once bare-skinned, Bastian led a trail of kisses from Sylvain's lips to his belly-button before settling down 
between Sylvain's open thighs. He grinned widely, boyishly, before ducking down and circling his lush lips around 


the older man's cock 


The guitarist moaned, pleased. He allowed his head to tilt back against his pillow but watched Bastian 
through lowered eyelids. The younger man expertly swirled his tongue around the head of his cock, luxuriating 
in the taste of Sylvain's precum. When Bastian pressed up upon his balls, Sylvain arched his back, unable to 
hold back another moan. The kid was so good at this... 


An idea sprang to mind as Sylvain recalled the camera sitting a few centimeters away from his hand. He 
picked it up and flipped it around in his hands to face the sight before him. The Dane looked up from his 


sensual ministrations, replacing his mouth with his hand, and raised a thick eyebrow at him. 


"Thinking of starting a Soilwork Onlyfans?" Bastian quipped, steadily pumping Sylvain's cock with his fist and 
looking at him with those big doe eyes the Frenchman loved so much. 


"Why not?" Sylvain joked back, steadying the camera and running his other hand through Bastian's soft 


blonde hair. "It would be a good backup to earn money if these venues keep trying to take merch cuts." 
Bastian snorted and nodded. 


"You have a point. Maybe we should run this idea by Bjorn tomorrow," he laughed. Sylvain pressed record 
with the pad of his thumb, and he saw Bastian smile at the camera's quiet beep. 


"We can show him this video to prove the point," Sylvain continued, licking his lips as Bastian returned to 
pleasuring him with his mouth, "and he can see how good you are. We'd make so much money just - oh - just 


filming you - oh fuck, yes, baby, just like that. I'm so close already." 
Expertly, Bastian bobbed his head in Sylvain's lap, paying careful mind to all of the areas Sylvain loved to be 
touched. It was hard to keep the camera steady when Bastian was teasing his asshole, though the Frenchman 


did his best. 


"Fuck, mon ange," he groaned. "I'm going to - l'm going to cum." 


His orgasm bloomed through him, and his thighs shook as he emptied himself into Bastian's mouth. The 
drummer allowed Sylvain to come down from his high before releasing his softening cock from his lips. He 


swallowed what he was given and smiled at his lover before sitting up. 
"It was good?" he asked his recovering band mate. 


"Uh-huh," Sylvain told him breathlessly. 


The younger one took the camera from his limp hand, turning it to film the both of them as he leaned in 
to kiss his lover. He swiped out a tongue, allowing Sylvain to taste his own cum. The two kissed for a while, 
Sylvain fighting to stay conscious after such an incredible blowjob, until Bastian backed away. 


“And..scene," the Dane said, ending the recording and setting the camera down on the bedside table. 


"You're so sexy," Sylvain told him, placing both hands on Bastian's ass. "You're a natural on camera." 


"Thank you," Bastian smiled, kissing him. 


The kiss gave Sylvain a burst of energy, and he pushed Bastian off of him before turning onto his side and 
grasping the younger man's hard cock. The drummer cried out happily, biting his lips and rolling his hips. Sylvain 
watched Bastian's face, mesmerized by it as he pleasured him. Bastian looked up at him, the blue in his eyes 


obscured by lust. 


It didn't take much. Soon, the drummer reached orgasm, coating his stomach and Sylvain's hand with his 


cum. Sylvain wished he'd filmed this, too. 


The two of them cleaned up and dressed into their bedclothes. As an afterthought, while they were getting 
ready to sleep, Bastian picked up the camera and tucked it safely into a deep pocket in his luggage. 


"Can't let this go falling into the wrong hands now," he explained. 
‘Of course," Sylvain agreed absently, he was more interested in looking at Bastian's ass while the young 


man was bent over. The Dane soon joined him in bed, and Sylvain enveloped him in his arms, feeling content. The 


two of them fell asleep, Sylvain dreaming of future opportunities to film his adventurous lover. 


